The Play of 

King. Knights, from my .daughter this I lit you know,. 
That for this twelue-monthjfhee’lenot vndertake 
Amaried life : herreafon to her felfe is onely knowne,, 
Which from her, by no meanes can I get. 

2. Knight. May we not get acceffe to her (my Lord?) 

king. Fayth,by no meanes, fhe hath foftriftly 
Ty ed her to her Chamber, that t’is-impofsible :: 

Dne twclue Moones more ftiee'le weare Dimat liuerie: 

This by the eye of Cinthyu hath flic vowed. 

And on her V trgin honour, will no t breakc it. 

3 \night. Loth to bid farewell, we take our lcaues. 

king. So, they are well difpatcht : 

Mow r to my daughters Letter •, ihe telles me lieere, 

Shce’le weddethe ftranger Knight, 

Dr neuer more to view nor day norlight. 

Pis w'ellMiftris,your choycc agrees with mine : 

[like that well: nay how abfolutelhc’s ink. 

Mot minding whether 1 dislike or no* 

Well, I do commend her choyce,and will no longer 
Haueitbe delayed : Soft, heere he comes, 

[ mull difTemble it. 

Enter Peric’es. 

Peri. All fortune to the good Symotiides. 

King. T o you as much : Sir,I am behoulding to you 
For your fvveete Muficke this laft night : 

[ doprottft,my eares were neuer better fedde 
With fuch delightfull pleafing harmonic. 

Ten. It is your Graces pleafurc to commend, 

Mot my defert. 

king. Sir, you areMufickes maifter. 

Teri. T he worft of all her fchollers (my good Lord.): 

k ( ng. Let me aske you one thing: 

What do you thinke of my Daughter, fir ? 

Peri. A moft vertuous Princefle. 

kjng . And file is faire too, is fiie not? 

Pm. Asa faire day in Sommer ; yy oondrous faire. 
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Pericles PrinceofTyre'. 

king. Sir, my Daughter thinkes very well ofyoti,’ 

I fo well, that you muftbe her Maifter, 

Andfibewill be your Scholler* therefore looke to it. 

Peri. I am vn worthy for her Scholemaifier. 
hng. She thinkes not fo rpcrufe this writing elfe. 

Ter. What’s here,alctter thatflicloues thekni^htof Tvre* 
T’istheKingsfubtiltietohauemylife : ° ' 

Oh fccke not to intrappe me, gracious Lord, 

A Stranger, and diftrefled Gentleman, 

That neuer aymed fo hie, to loue your Dau°h ter, 

Bu t bent all offices to honour her. 

king. Thou haft bevvitcht my daughter, 

And thou art a villainc. 

By the Gods I hauc not j neuer did thought 
Ofmine leuie offence j nor neuer did my a£Hons° 

- Yet commence a deed might gaine her louc, 

Or your difpieafure. 
king. Tray tor, thou lycft. 

Peri. Traytor? 
k/ng. I, traytor. 

Pe/i. Euen in his throat, vnleffe it be the King < 

That cals me Tray tor, I returne the lye. 
hng. No w by the Gods,I do applaude his courage. 

1 ert. My aftions are as noble as my thoughts 
Thatneuerrcliflitofa bafedifeent: 

I camevnto your Court for Honours caufc. 

And not to be a Rebell to her ftatc : 

Andhethatothervvife accountes ofmee, 

This Sword fiiall prooue, hee’s Honours enemic. 
kmg. No?heere comes my Daughter,fhc can witneffe it, 

^ Enter Thai ft. 

Pert, i hen as you are as vertuous, as faire 
RefoJue your angry Father, ifmy tongue 
Did ere foliate, or my hand fubferibe 
To any fillable that made loue to you? 

Thai. Why fii',fay if you had, who takes offence? 
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